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” seem  to. be .imperishable.
They are, it is true, doomed to undergo
many transmutations, and to appear embo-
died under different forms; but the inform-
ing spirit which captivates our atteution, is
the same, whatever shape they assume,
whatever lwmg: nguage they speak. A tale may
often be traced through every nation of Eu-

rope, till we lose it among the wild tradi-

. Iv._
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- tions of the North, or the romuntic lore of

the East.
If partiality to a favorite author does not

 bias our ju nt, the story of the Dean,
" Santi 4 ich we subjoin, in a free mmg

o

Intion from the Spanish of Prince Don Judn |
Maniuel; is one of the finest: specimens of
- this. species of composition. But we must
_ defer making any observations on its pecu-
liar character till our readers have the story
itsell’ before them. A '
~ It was but ashort hour before noon when
Jthe Dean of Santiago alighted from his mule
at the door of Don llan,the celebrated ma-
gician of Toledo, ' The house, according to
old tradition, stood on the brink of the -per-
pendicular rock, which, now crowned with
the Aléazar, rises to a fearful height over
the Tagus.f = A maid of Moorish blood led
ﬂ?ﬂ to a retired ‘apartment, where Don
ian was reading. The natural politeness
of a Castillian had rather been improyed
than impaired by the studies of the Toledan
sage, who exhibited nothing either in his
dress or person that mightyinduce a suspi-
cion of his dealing with the mysterious pow-
ers of darkness. “] heartily greet your
reverence,” eaid Don Illlan to the dean,
“and feel highly honoured by this visit.
Whatever be the object of it, let me beg you
will defer statingit till I have made you quite
at home in this house. . I hear my house-
keeper making ready  the noonday meal.
That maid, sir, will show you the. room|
rwhich has'beert prepared for you ; and when.
you have brushed off’ the ‘dust of the jour-|
ney, you shall find a canonieal eapon steam-
ng hot upon the board.” i
_The dinner which soon followed, was just
what a pampered Spanish canon would wish
it—abundant, nutritive, and delicate.—*No,
no,” said Don Illan, when the soup and a
bumper of Tinto: had
spirits, and he saw him

‘your reverence while at dinner. L
a8 enjoy our meal at present; and when we
have discussed the olla, the capon,and &
bottle of ‘¥epes, it will be time enough to
turn to the cares of life.”
* The ecclesiastic’s full face had never
beamed with more glee at the collation on
Christmas eve, when, by the indulgence of
the church, the fast is broken at sunset, in-
stead of continuing through the night, than
it did now under the influence of Don Ju-
lian’s good humour and heart-cheering wine.
8till it was evident that some vehement and
ungovernable wish had taken possession of
his mind, breaking out now and then in
some hurried motion, some gulping up of a
full glass of wine without stopping to relish
the flavour, and fifty other symptoms of ab-
sence and impatience, which at such a' dis-
tance from the cathedral could not be attri-
buted to the afiernoon bell. The time came
at length of rising from table, and in spite of
Don Julian’s pressing request to have an-
other bottle, the dean, with certain dignity
of manner, led his good-natured host to the
recess of an oriel window, looking upon the
river— Allow; me, dear Don Julian,” he
said, “to open my heart to you; for even
your hospitality must fail to make me com-
pletely happy till I hal'l‘ obtained the boon
which I came to ask. Tkoow that no man
ever possessed greater power than you over
the invisible agents of the universe. [ die
to become an adept in that wonderful sci-
ence, and if you will receive me for l?'our
pupil, there is nothing I should think of suf-
ficient worth to repay your friendship.”
“Good sir,” replied Don Julian, “1 should
be extremely Joth to offend you ; but permit
me to say, that in spite of the knowledge of
causes and effects which I have acquired,all
that my experience teaches me of the heart
of man is not only vague and indistinet, but
for the most part unfavorable. I only guess,
I cannot read their thoughts, nor pry into
the recesses of their minds. As for your-
gelf, I am sure you are a rising man, and
likely to obtain the first dignities of the
church. But whether, when you find your-
sell in, places of high honour and patronage,
yau will remember the humble personage of
whom you now ask a hazardous and im-
) service, it is impossible for me to as-
veETty 1y

R
)/

& Nay, nay,” exclaimed the dean, “but 1
know myself, if you do not; Don Julian.
Generosity and friendship (since you force
me to speak in my own praise) have been
the delight of my soul even from childhood.
Doubt not, my dear friend, (for by that name
] wish you would allow me to eall you,)
doubt not, from this moment, to command
ﬁy services. Whatever interest l mny pos-
sess, it will be my highest gratification to
soe it redound in favor of you and yours.”
—_— ¥
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recruited the dean’s |

we boleirs, the samo s mwwﬁrr

» EVERY TL_I DAY, THURSDAY, AND SATURDAY MORNING.

said Don Julinn. % But let us now proceed
to business : the sun‘is set, and, if you please
we will retire to my private study.”

Lights being called for, Don Julian led
the way to the lower part of the house ; and
dismissing the Moorish maid near a small
door, of which he held the key in his hand,
desired her 1o get two partridges for supper,
but not to dress them till he should order it:
then unlocking the door, he began to de-
scend by a winding staircase. The dean
fqllowatf with a certain degree of trepida-
tion, which the- length of the stairs greatly
tended to increase; for, to- all aEpenmnce,
they reached below the bed of the Tagus.
A€ this depth a comfortable neat room was
ound, the walls completely covered with
shelves, where' Don Julian kept his works
on magic : globes, planispheres, and ‘stran
drawings, occupied the top'of the book-
cases.  Fresh air was admitted,: though it
would be difficult to guess by what means,
gince the sound of gliding water, such as is
‘heard at the lower part of a ship when sail-
ing with a gentle breeze, indicated but a
thin' partition between the subterraneous
cabinet and the river. _ : j

¢ Here, then,” said Don Julian, offering a
chair to the dean, and drawing another for
himself towards a small round table, % we
have only to choose among the elementary
works of ‘the science for which, you long.
Suppose we begin to read this small volume.”

The volume was laid on the table, and
opened at the first page, containing circles,
concentric and eccentric triangles with unin-
telligible characters, and the well known
‘signs of the planets.—+ This,” said Don Ju-
lian, % is the alphabet of the whole seience.
Hermes called Trismegistus——"  The
sound of a small bell within the chamber
madé the dean almost leap. out’of ‘his chair.
‘“Benot alarmed,” said Don Julian; “it is
the bell by which my servanis let me.know
that they want to speak to me.”’ Baying
thus, he pulled a silk siring, and soon after
a servant aﬁpeared with a packet of letters.

It was ad to the dean.” A courier
had' closely followed him on the road, and

was that moment arrived at Toledo. -
%Good heavens!” ed,  the  dean,
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from hia lordship’s dictatior

t| But liere is other letter from the archdea-

con of the diocese, who assures me that the
old man was not expected tolive. I can
hardly repeat Avhat he adds—poor dear un-
cle! may Heaveh ‘lengthen his days! The
chapter seem 1t ve turned their eyes to-
wards me, and—pugh! it cannot he—but
the electors, according to the archdeacon,
are quite decided in my. favor.”

% Well,”? raid Don Julian, “all I regret is
the interruption of our studies; but 1 doubt
not that you will soon wear the mitre. In
the mean time | would advise you to pretend
that illness does not allow you to return di-
rectly. A few days will surely give a deci-
ded turn to the whole affair; and, at all
events, your absence, in case of an election,
will 'be construed into modesty. Write,
thereforé, your despatches, my dear sir, and
we will prosecute our studies at another
time.” )

Two days had elapsed since the arrival of
the messengers, when the verger of the
church of Santiago, attended by servants in
splendid liveries, alighted at Don Julian’s
door with letters for the dean. The old
prelate was dead, and his nephew had been
elected to the seaguby the unanimous vote of
the chapter. The “elected dignitary seemed
overcome by contending feelings; but, hav-
ing wiped away some decent tears, he as-
sumed an air of gravity, which almost touch-
ed on superciliousness. Don Julian addres-
sed his congratulations, and was the first to
kigs the new archbishop’s hand.

“ ] hope,” he added, “ 1 may also con~
gratulate my son, the young man who is
now at the university of Pars ; for I flatter
myself your lordship will give him  the
deanery, which is vacant by your promo-
tion.”

“ My worthy friend, Don Julian,” replied
the archbishop eleet, “ my obligations to you
I can never sufficiently repay. You have
heard my character; I hold a friend as an-
other sell. But why should you take the
lad away from his studies ? An archbishop
of Santiago cannot want preferment at any
time. Follow me to my diocese: 1 will
not for all the mitres in Christendom forego
the benefit of your instruction. The dean-
ery, to tell you the truth, must be given to
my uncle, my father’s own brother, who has
had but a small living for many years; he is
much liked in Santiago, and [ should lose
my character, ify to place such a young man
as your son at the head of the chapter, I
neglected an exemplary priest, so nearly res
lated to me.”

* Just as you please, my lord,” said Don
Julian ; and began to prepare for the journey.

The acclamations which greeted the new
archbishop on his arrival at the capitol of
Galicia were, not long after, succeeded by an
universal regret at his translation to the sce
 recently sonquered town of Seville.

not leave you behind,” esid the
D o y with more

S view of this spot amontg Mr. |
o0 of Spain. o
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&My hearty thanks for all, worthy sir,”

fI:I“?B(l M;@.- 1.

proached to kiss the sacred ring in the arch-
bishop’s right hand, and to offer his hum-
ble congratulations, % but do not fret about
your gon. He is to0 young. Ihave my
mother’s relations to provide for; but Se-
ville is a rich see ; the blessed King Ferdi-
nand, who rescued it fromi the Moors, en-
dowed its church s0as to make it rival the
first cathedrals in Christendom. Do but fol
low me, and all will be well in the end.”
Don Julian bowed with a suppressed sigh,
and was soon aflexyon the banks. of the
Guadalquivir, in the Suite of the new arch-
bishop. 2 :

Scarcely had Don Julian’s pupil been at
Seville one year, when his far-extended
fame moved the pope W send him a cardinal’s
hat, desiring his presence at the court of
Rome, The crowd of visitors who came to
gongratulate the » ke{n Don Julian

except as faras Ii:;?ﬁrre of service to your
eminence. My son—"

“No more of thaty if you please, Don
Julian,” interrupted thg cardinal. “ Follow
me, you must; who tell what may hap-
pén at Rome? The Bope is old you know.
But do not tease mefsbout preferment, A
public man has duties gf a description which
lho;s;h in the lowalll' m(l ' nlaf Iifercannot either
weigh or comprehendi™ I confess 1 am un-
der obligulww'y‘n 4 and feel quite dis-

m}?am reward your Bervices; yeét 1 must
not have my ereditorstknocking eve
at my door: you un@mhnd,ngnon%ﬁjq:n)t

Ina week we set out for Rome.”

With sieh a strong tide of good fortune
as had hitherto buoyedup Don' Julian’s pu-
pil, the reader cannot ‘he surprised to find
him, in a short timey wearing the papal
crown, He was noﬁived at the highest
place of honour on 3 but in the bustle
of the election and sy ent eoronation,
the ;man to whose W

pderiul sience

Rome which he ha
in solemn: procession, the new popeisat a-
lone in. one of the chambers of the vatican.
It was early in the night. By the light of
two wax tapers which scarcely illuminated
the farthest end of the saloon, his holiness
was enjoying that reverie of mixed pain and
pleasure which follows the complete attain-
ment of ardent wishes, when Don Julian ad-
vanced in visible purturbation, conscious of
the intrusion on which he ventured.

“Holy father!” exclaimed the old man,
and cast himself at his pupil’s feet; “holy
father, in pity to these gray hairs do not con-
sign an old servant—might¥not say an old
friend!'—to utter neglect and forgetfulness.
| My son—"

“ By Saint Peter!” ejaculated his holiness,
rising from the chair,* your insolence shall
| be checked—you my friend! A magician the
friend of Heaven's vicegerents!—Away,
wretched man! When [ pretended %o learn
of thee, it was only to sound the abyss of
erime into which thou hadst plunged ; 1did
it with a view of bringing thee to condign
punishment. Yel, in compassion to thy age,
1 will not make an example of thee, provided
thou avoidest my eyes. Hide thy crime and
shame where thou canst.  This moment thou
must quit the palace, or the next closes the
gates of the inquisition upon thee.”

Trembling, and his wrinkled face bedewed
with tears, Don Julian prayed to be allow-
ed but one word more. “[am very poor,
holy father,” said he; trusting in" your
patronage I relinquished my all, and have not
left wherewith to pay my journey.”

“ Away, | say,” answered the pope; “If
my excessive bounty has made you neglect
your patrimony. I will no farther encourage
ﬁ'om' waste and improvideripe. Poverty is

ut a slight punishment for your crimes.”

“But, father,” rejoined Don Julian, “my
wants are instant; 1 am hungry : give me

but atrifle to procure a gupper to-night To.-
morrow | shall beg my wr_iﬁm ]rﬁ'hl{ome.”
“ Heaven forbid,” said the pope, “that |
should be guilty of feeding the ally of the
prince of darkness. Away, away, from my
presence, or linstantly call for the guard.”
“Well then replied Don. Julian, rising
from the ground, and looking on the pope
with a holdness which began'to throw his
holiness into a paroxysm: of ‘rage, “ If | am
to starve at Rome, 1 had better return to the
supper which I ordered at Toledo.” Thus
saying, he wrung a gold bell which stood on
‘a'table next the pope.

The door opened withont delay, and the
Maorish servant came in. - The pope looked
round,and found himself in the subterraneous
study under the T & Desire the cook,”
snid Don Julian to the maid, “ to put but one

idge to roast; for | not throw away
the other on the Dean of Santiago.”

The super mlﬂl i od i
bt roced thmplog“ -
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-bonrhjemdwumg% delusion,
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away for mnr:]-%dayi.i He at length gbtained
a private audience, #@d with tears in his
eyes; entreated his: cghi ‘not' to oblige
 him.to quit Spain. © & sap A

I am growing olih my lord,” he said:|
“1 quitted my house afToledo only for your,
sake, and" in hopes ‘of raising my son to
some place of honourfad anligum'ent in the |
chureh;; I even # my [avorite’studies, |

:"'-I t&‘m’
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tion, perfectly inde
has a s hold on wi
man’s natural prejudices. Farf
ing any thing revolting or palpah|
innczm ission, the obsey )
the nature of time and space, and the phe

omena of the dreaming and delioin oy
m}' to give it a_colouring of ﬁ:

, what we might call its poetical
uth. The hint followed by DonJuan Man-
uel, in the Dean of Santiago, isfound in the
Turkish Tales, from which Addison tock the
story of Chahabeddin, in 1N3m9:§ebgp 1
Spectator. It is very probable e Span-
ish author recaivnd“?; through the Arabs, his
‘countrymen, and was the first who adapted
it to European customs. :

i

_ ENGLISH GRAMMAR:
Fhe/Comic Grammar says :
1,/ But remember, though box
: In the pl m boxes,
The plural of ox
' . Bhould be azen not oxes,
To which an exchange paper adds:
And remember, though fleece
In the plural is fleeces,
That the plural of g
Arn't gooses nox geeses,

We may also be permited to add:

And remember, though house
In the plural is houses
The plural of mouse
Should be mice and not mouses.
[ Philadelphia Gazette.
All of which goes to prove
' That grammar a farce is;
For where is the plural
Of rum and molasses?
- [New York Gaselle.
lural—Gazette—
rum, don’t us trouble;
Take one glass too much
And you're sure to see double.

The

[Brooktyn Daily Jdvertiser.
A singular sight,
To see double must be;
That the case is objective,
All Teetot’lers agre. 3
[ Picayune.

“Take one glass too much !"—
{One too many is one)
You’ll never gae_.dohbh_
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Bravmrur THovGuT.—There is some-
thing beautifully- touching in words when
rightly put together. They leave an im-
pression that can never be eflaced. The
author we know not, but he deserves to be
immortalized for this morceau alone :—

“ How beautifully falls
From human lips that blessed word firgive !
Forgiveness—’tis the attribute of God—
The sound which openeth heaven—renews again
On earth lost Eden's faded bloom, and flings
Hope's haleyon halo o’er the waste of life,
Thrice happy he whose heart has been so schooled
In the meek lessons of humanity,
That he can give it utterance ;—it imparts
Celestial grandeur to the human soul,
And maketh man an angel.”

» WANT.
Want is a bitter and a hateful good,
Because its virtues are not understood ;
Yet many things impossible to thought,
Have been by need to full perfection brought.
The daring of the soul proceeds from thence,
Sharpness of wit and active diligence;
Prudence at once, and fortitude it gives,
And if in patience taken mends our lives;
For e’en that indigence which brings me low,
Makes me myself and Him above to know ;
A good which none would challenge, few would
choose,
A fair possession which mankind refuse
If we from wealth to poverty descend,
Want gives to know the flatterer from the friend.
Dryden.

MY LIFFE.
My life is like the summer rose,
That opens to the morning sky ;
But ere the shades of evening close,
Is seattered on the ground to die.
But on that rose’s humble bed,
The sweetest dews of night are shed,
As if heaven wept such waste to see,
But none shall weep a tear for me!
My life is like th? autumnal leaf,
That trembles in the moon’s pale ray,
Its hold is frail—its date is brief—
Restless, and soon 1o pass away.
Yet ere that leaf shall fall or fade,
The parent tree shall mourn its shade,
The winds bewail the leafless tree,
But none shall breathe a sigh for me!
My life is like the print that feet
Have laft on Zara’s desert strand ;
Soon. as the rising tide shall beat,
The track shall vanish from the sand.
Yet, as if grieving to efface
All vestige of the human race,
On that lone shore loud morns the sea,
But none shall ¢’sr lament for me!

Pertinacity of ppinion more. frequently
arisgs from a partial view of a subject, than
from a full comprehiension of it, and certainly
is not of itself any
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m success i:(:ldeed, oﬁw tales which h:u exe
been composed upon that basis, proves how | p
readily men of all ages and nations have ac- |8y

No nation, more especially if it be a-sepub-
lic can long enjoy erity and ha
unless they who have the conferringof offices
resolutely and religiously ma :
life a prerequisite to the attainment of
honorable and elavated station. If men &
vicious habits—men who have lived Ain
the practice of things forbidden and conden
ned by the holy religion of Jesus—can be
exalted to the highest and most desirable
llages in the government, and that, too, by the
fitages of professing Christiang, what in-
e8 have ambitious and aspiring young
men to, eultivate and cherish the prineiples of
virtue? e religions community, when
they, have an opportunity, paﬁnno more
virtue to vice, what hope can

Tespect to
they entertain for future generations? But
‘how infinitely more deplorable is it when
'vice is prrj{rred‘ and eralted by them!
What can they expect to the nation from a
righteous and a holy God ?* 1t were the con-
'summation of impiety and presumption, hav-
ing thus merited the chastisement of Heaven,
to expect a blessing. Tad

The path of virtue is too rugged and thorn:
to be steadfastly pursued by any whose so

are not im with the spirit of a pure and
| undefiled religion, unless a reward commen-
surate ‘with thé exertion await them at the

‘end.  He who, from love to God and inan,
looks beyond this life for his reward, needs
not such incentive; but the young man, to
whom this present being seems everything,
requires ‘an earthly prize to cheer him on
his rugged way—a light to save him from
devious paths. Let it once be understood
that the most honourable and dignified sta-
tions may be—ebtained without self-denial,
without morality, without a single sacrifice
at the shrine of virtue; and, from that mo-
ment, the moral power, the glory of the na-
tion, is no more; Wldle, on the other hand
if it be irrevocably determined that these
things are prizes for them only who run the
race of virtue with success, that nation will
stand the galaxy of a benighted world.

So long as the Israelites were patisfied
with “that republican government which
Jehovah organized, for them, they were
prosperous and happy; but ne mos-s- N2
they cease to respect that pie Sy
| which always adorned theizral
must have a king, selected w. :
to those qualifications which hoavell Lau
approved ; and then began those troublesand
disasters which only ceased with their de-
struction as a nation, and their slavery and
dispersion.

hen the republics of Greece and Rome
made it a practice to exalt men of immoral
habits to those places in the govemment
which had formerly been the reward of pie-
ty and virtue, such as Aristides and Cato pos-
sessed, how soon their glory departed, their
independence vanished, and their nationality
disappeared !

Let the people of the United States think |
of those nations, and tremble and profit by
their example.

CuanciNg A GuiNea~—~—An Irish gentle<
man who .was very much annoyed at the
late hours kept by his sons, gave strict or-
degs to John, a faithful old butler; to lock
the door every night at 11 o’clock and not
toopen itafter thattime. Fora timetheyoung
gentlemen were punctual to the hour; but
one morning masier Tom wasn’t at home
till one, when seeing a light in the hall, he
taped geatly at the door, and the following
dialogue took place between Master Tom
d4nd the Butler.

* Who's there ?

¢10s I, John, it is I ; open the door.”

¢ couldn’t, indeed, Master Tom, *two
be as much as my place is worth.) '
¢0, for merey’s sake, let me in, Jol
¢ [ could’ty indeed, Master Tom ; but hp «
you a guinea in your pocket?’

¢ I have, John, I have.?

¢ Put it in the key-hole, Master Tom,
1 think it will open the door.’

Master Tom did as he was told, and !
door instantly opened.
¢Thank you, John, thank yon, Johi
That’s a good fellow, and now here’s hy !/
crown for you,and justrun round to,
stable with my horse,
¢ Yes, Master T'om,’ and upon John’s
turn he found the door shut, and tapped for
admission, when Master Tom, played the
butler over againy and told him there was
alteration in the loek, but if he'd puta guinea
and a half a crown in, they would open it.
This was good tit for tat.

Liserrv.—The & Razor Strop Man” says:

“When first T got acquainted with strong

drink, it promised to do a great many things
for me. It promised me liberty—and I got
liberty. 1had the liberty to sce iy toes poke
out of my boots; the watcr had the liberty
to go in at the toes and go out at the heels;
my knees had the liberty to come out of my
pants; my elbows had liberty to come out of
my coat; Thad the liberty to lift the erown
of my hat and scratch my head without tak

ing my hat offt. Not on{y liberty I got, but
I dt lgizsic- When 1 walked along ons

y tay— .

The crown of my hat would o5
And the wind whisling hes 2 Tou hns'




